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combined. There had been lovely toys there for her, and
kind black nurses, and strange entrancing foods ; there had
been zebras and bears to feed, and champing horses, and
gorgeous parakeets to admire. She had been happy then.
One day, she had been driven down from the Palace to
see the linked cities of Pera, Stambul, Scutari. She had
passed the glittering shops of the European quarter in the
Grand* Rue de Pera, had tripped down the steep steps of
the Jews5 quarter holding tightly to the hand of her
African nurse, crossed the long plank bridge into Stambul
of the great mosques, wandered through the bright and
dark bazaars, stood outside the shabby Sublime Porte
where the affairs of State were conducted (" but every-
thing of importance is done at the Palace " her nurse had
told her) gaped through the railings of the Ministry of
War where a corpse hung on a gibbet, and visited a pastry-
cook's where she had been regaled on etmek-kadaif and
imam-bqyildi.'1 And once they had been rowed in a caique
up the Golden Horn to the Sweet Waters of Europe,
where Judas tre^s flamed against the cypresses (for it was
May) and had prayed at the Mosque of Eyoub, where the
Sultans are enthroned. Here they had found a black-
avised witch who had told their fortunes. Then she and
her chaperon had been rowed back, under the two
bridges, and out amongst the ships at anchor in the
Marmora. Looking northwards, up the glinting Bosphoms,
she had beheld Galata and Pera in front of her, with
Yildiz Kiosk hidden amongst the heights beyond. Behind
her were the domes and minarets of Stambul, with the
mosque of Suleiman the Magnificent overtopping all.
To her right Scutari lay clustered on the shores of Asia.

1" Bread and Velvet" and " The Priest Fainted." The former is bread
and Devonshire cream, the latter a pastry so delicious that it is said to have
made an imam swoon.